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DEDICATION, 


id 


| To those who feel for other's woe. 
| Whose losoms with compaſcion glow, 


2 


Who, when they find the poor in want, 


Can, unrequir'd, aſsistance grant; 
IV hoe tender hearts can sooth distreſs ; 
Who have the pow'r and will to bleſs ; 
Who visit, oft, ** the humble Shed, 
6 Where modest merit hides her head; 
- Whos aid, in need, is freely given, 
 Toevry creature under heav'n. 
To those who really feel auch joy, 
I dedicate * The Orphan Boy.” 
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"Twas on a beauteous vernal morn, 
When dew drops quiver'd on the thorn, 
When buds and bloſsoms first appear d. 
And sprightly larks the plowman cheer d; 
When fields and meadows look'd quite gay, 
And hail'd the glad approach of May: 
Three children, call them what you please, J 
(But, if vou will, we'll say Miſs B— 8s.) 
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Resolv'd to walk A little way „ - 


For some new milk—for curds and whey ; 


Where, often, in the Spring they went; 


if 'T'was call'd © The Cottage of Content.” - 
| 


In sportive mood, they trip along, 
| Now list'ning to the woodlark's song; 


| Or, full of pastime, and of pla r. 
The happy moments paſs'd away. „ 
j No money in their hands could jingle, 4 

1 For each a halfpenny had, single; 
But that to them was all in all. 
1 E'T hey had enough, nor thought it small. = 


They'd almost reach'd the cottage door, == 4 
* make of curds and Whey secure: 
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But just beside the gate there sat, 

A Little Boy, without a hat? 5 

No shoes, no stockings, and no shirt, 

But tatter d cloathes, all grim'd with dirt; 

His looks were sad, his heart forlorn, 

His tender limbs by briars torn 

With visage pale, and hollow eye, 

Fe ask'd no alms-—but heav'd a sigh. 

The children, all alert and gay, 

As birds who carol Songs in- May, 
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Rush'd eager on to gain the door, 


When this sad object, pale and por. 
With ragged coat, and downcast look, 
Th' attention of the children took: 
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The elder cry'd, © O dear! O dear! 
„Why, what an object, sure, is here! 
6 With feet quite bare, and looks $0 wan, 
Come, let's relieve him, if we can.“ 
Pray, little boy,“ then said Miſs B. 
Have you no cloathes but what I see? 
Have you no Mammy, nor a Dad, 
That you're so poor and meanly clad?” 
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Have you no home?“ her sister cry'd, 
The little Stranger look d and sigh'd! 
She ask'd him, if he had no meat, 
“Or bread, or any thing to eat?” 
The young one stood, with looks intent, 
Nor knew distreſs, nor what it meant; 
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She eager caught her sister's hands, 

Who, fraught with pity, wond'ring stands. 
The boy eſsay'd, but could not speak, 

A hectic ting d his pallid cheek, 

He seem'd o'erwhelm'd with secret grief 3 

He'd ask d no alms, nor begg'd relief. 

But their kind looks, and soothing strain, 

Had calm'd his mind, and eas d his pain. 

| He feebly rais'd his languid head. 

In accents mild, then gently said, 

Alas, my voice is poor and weak, 

I hardly have the pow'r to speak: 

** But I have neither Mam nor Dad, 

Nor friend, on earth, to see me clad; 
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No home for ſhelter, and no meat, 


= 
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Nor morsel have, of bread, to eat, 
A wretched Orphan here you see, 


> 


Abe child of want and micery.” 


[ 


Unheeded, now, the woodlark sung, 
The primrose sweet, and daisied mead, 
No charms or beauties now: display'd bes, 
Unconscious breath'd the fragrant gale, 
ö They long'd to hear the Orphan's tale: 


And freely with their wish complies. 
My Dad he was an artist rare, 
Of Mam and I he took great care, 


The children now around him clung, 


He read their looks, judg'd by their eyes, 
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T' instruet me was his chief delight. 
He taught me soon to read and write, 
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And anxious was to teach me, too, 
What's bad to shun, what's good pursue. 
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1 * Thus, happy as the live long day,, _ 
| 

4 


* 


mY 


* 


My infant years they paſs'd away. 
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But war soon came, all raging mad, ; 
And that (they said) made trade quite bad; 
So, Dad, when he could get no work, 
Enlisted with the Duke of York. : 
He sail'd acroſs the seas, but, then, 
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Alas! he ne'er came back again; 
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A conquest crown'd the fatal day, | 
| | | + 


My Dad to death was made a prey; _ © | 
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In storming of a town he fell, 
_* Kill'd by the bursting of a shell. 
He was so fond of Mam and I, 
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„From night till morn-she'd sit and cry, 
For Daddy kill'd acroſs the main; = 
* At lust a ſever seiz d her brain, 

She preſs'd me in her arms then sigh'd, 
My child, God bleſs my child,” she cry'd; 
„She rav'd, she call'd for Dad in vain; 
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Alas! he was in battle ſlain. 

Poor Mam had none to take her part; 
At jact, thro' grief, she broke her heart. 
The ruthleſs landlord seiz d on all 
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My pittance, which, God knows, was ſmall, 


{ 


mall. 
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a Thus, by. neceſsity, I'm driv'n;. 

And have no home, no hope, ſave heav'n. 
+ Poor Dad and Mam are gone, and I, 

4M helpleſs Orphan, fure muſt die.” 

At such a tale, so full of woe, 


The children's tears in torrents flow, 


They ſobb'd, they cry'd, till almoſt blind, 


No curds or whey, poſseſs d their mind; 


Compaſsion mov'd each tender breast, 

To see an object so distrefs'd ; 

They view'd, with grief, their little store, 
Neo wish'd it had been ten times more; 
Their bosoms glow, their hearts expand, 


They preſs d their halfpence in his hand; 
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Their little a77 they thus employ, 5 


To aid the helpleſs Orphan Boy. 


He ſelt their bounty in his hand. 


He rose! he bow'd! but scarce could stand. 


To heav'n he rais d his eyes, then sigh'd, 

And, Bleſs you! Bleſs you!” feebly cry'd, 
Now home the children hied, in haste, 

No time, in sport or play, they waste; 


With grief oppreſs d at his sad fate, 


The Orphan's plaintive tale relate: 
How destitute he was, and sad, 

No food —no friend—no Mam—no Dad, 
How pale his looks, how mean his dreſs, 
And how they pitied his distreſs 
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Their friends applaud what they had done, 
And pleas'd, they found, ere setting sun, f 
The Orphan Boy, whose fate they griev'd, 
From penury, and want, reliev'd. 
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